"A"                                                  INDIAN
"Don't be stupid. I said that would do. You may
go now."
"But, sair, will I not have the scholarship at
C------College, and win the B.A., by fine reading
and speaking? We are eight . . . ten ... in my
family. I have many sisters. Very few are married.
And my father is poor, unbenighted man."
"How old is your eldest sister?"
A sudden gleam lit the boy's face, as if he had
understood something at last.
"She is married, sair, but to poor man and no
scholar. She is eighteen, sair. Many sisters I have,
not married, sir. Many different ages. Six, seven,
nine, twelve, fifteen, sir. My father and I, we
sorrow with disgrace they are not married, sir; but I
put that all right by B.A., sair."
"I really can't understand what you're saying," I
said. "I want to know at what ages your sisters have
married."
"At every age, sair."
"Yes, that's what I supposed, and no doubt your
daughters will marry at 'every age/ too."
"Oh, if I have the B.A. they will marry quick."
"Yes," I said. "Now you may go away."
"But, sair, I cannot work like the others. I am
scholar, I am student. How can I earn my money?
78